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ford. T mxw Bob take from his

pocket
his memorsndum-book, write some
thing upon & Jeal, tear it out sad hasd
it to the woman, touch his hat, sud
.| betore she could stop him, stride away.
11 saw ber Jook at the paper, ciap her
hands to her forehead, look at the
paper again and at the retreating form
of Bob Brownley. Then I saw her,
yes, there in the old Battery park, in
tho drizzling raln and under the eyes
of all, drop upon her knecs in prayer,
How long she prayed 1 do not know,
1 only know that as I followed Bob
I looked back and the woman was
still npon her knees. 1 thoughl at
the time how queer and unnatural the

CHAPTER VI.—Continued.

Ehe had drawn his head down close
10 her face, and her great blue eyes
soarched his as though they would
go to his yery soul, She was a child
in her simple appeal for him to allow
her to sea his heart, to see that there
was nothing black there.

As she gazed her beautiful hands
played throngh his hair as do a moth-
ar's through that of the child she is
goothing In sickness,

“Bob, speak to me, speak to me,"
she begred, “tell me there was no dis-
honor in thé getting of those millions.
Tell me no one was made to suffer as
my father and I have suffered. Tell
me that the suicides and the conviets,
the daughters dragged to. shame and
the mothers driven to the madhouse
s8 a result of this panic, cannot be
«oharged to anything unfalr or dishon-
worable that' you have done. Bob,ch,
Tob, answer! Answer no, or my
heart will break; or if, Bob, you have
made a mistake, if you have done
that which in your great desire to ald
me and my father seemed justifiable,
but which you now see Was Wrong,
tell it to me, Bob, dear, and together
we will try to undo it. We will try
to find a way to atone, We will glve
the millions to the last, last penny
¢o those upon whom you have brought
misery. Father's loss will not mat-
ter. Together we will go to him and
tell him what we have done, what
we have lived through, tell him of
our mistake, and In our agony he will
forget his own. ¥or such a horror
thas my father of anything dishonor-
able that he will embrace his misery
4s happiness when he knows that his
teachings have enabled his daughter
to undo this great wrong. And then,
Bob, we will be married, and you and
1 and father and mother will ba to-
gother, and be, oh, so happy, and we
will begln all over again.”

“Reulah, stop; in the name of God,
in the name of your love for me,
don't say another word. There s
o llmit to the capacity of a man to
suffer, even Il he be a great, strong

brute like myself, and, Beulah, Ihave
rerached that llmit. The day has heen
4 hard one

His volee softened and became as
a tired C:lllld'!.

1 must go into the hustle of the
street, into the din and sound, and get
down my nerves and get back my
head. Then 1 shall be able to think
¢lear and true, and 1 will come back
10 you, and together we will see if I
have done anyvthing that makes me
ynfit to touch the cheek and the hands
and the lips of the best and most
peautifu! woman God ever put upon
earth. Deulah, you know I would not
decelve you to save my body from the
fires of thig world, and my goul from
4he torture of the damned, and I
promise you that if 1 find that I have
done wrong, what you call wrong,
what your father would call wrong,
1 will do what you say to atone."”

Heo took her hand between his
thands, gently, reverently, and towch.
ing his lips to her glorious golden
balr, he went away.

Beulah Sands turned to me, "Please,
My, Randolph, go with him. He issoul-
«dazed, One can never tell what a heart
sorely perplexed will prompt its own-
or to do. Often in the night when I
have got myself into & fever from
thinking of my f{ather’s situation, I
have had awful temptations. The
agents of the devil seek the wretched
when none of those they love are by.
1 have often thought some of the
blackest tragedies of the earth might
have been averted If there had been
a true friend to stand at the wrung
one's elbow at the fatal minute of de-
<ision and point to the sun behind,
{ust when the black ahead grew um-
<ndurable. Pleasa follow Mr. Brown-
Jey than you may be ready, should his
awakening to what he has done he-
wome unbearable; Tell him the dresd-
@ morrows are never as terrible act-
unlly as they seem In antlcipation.”

I overtook Bob just outside the of-
fice. 1 did not speak to him, for 1
reallzed that he was fn no mood for
<ompany, 1 dropped in behind, de-
tormined that I would not lose sight
of him, It was nlmost one o'clock.

Wall street was at-[ts meridian of

frenzy, every one on @ wild rush. The
<lay's doings had packed the always
«rowded money lane. The newshoys
wera shoutlng alternoon editions,
“Terrible panic in Wall street. One
man ngainst milllons. Robert Brown:
ey broke ‘the streel’ Made twenty
millions in an hour, Bank falled,

Wreck and ruln everywhere. Presl
Bob gave no sign of hear-
ing. He strode with a slow, meusured
gait, his head ereot, his eyes staring
ahead, & man thinking, thinking, think-
Many hurrying
men looked ot him, some with an
cxprassion of unutterable hatred, sa
though they wanted to attack him.
Then again there wore those who
called him by name with a laugh of
Jox: and gome turned to watch him
1t was ensy o pick the
wounded from those who shared In
%iis viotory, and from those who knew
{ho frenzled finance buzz-saw only by
Boz saw none. Whaere could
te be golng? He came to the head
wf the strest of coln and erime and
His path was
Blocked by the fence surrounding old
Trinity's churchysrd, Grasping the
plakets In either hand he stared at
the . crumbling headstones of thoge
(gunrdgmen of Mammon who once
wilked {he earth and fought their
haart battles, o he was walking and

aulelde.”

ing for his salvation.

in curiosity,

its buzs,

~ ¢cossed  Broadway.

o'glock,

ghta _went

. fighting, but who now knew no tin
clock, Do. three, Who looked upon
the stock lers and doliar-trallers
‘upon the worma that
i thelr beadsto

ey
motion-

whole thing seemed. Later, Ilearned
to know that nothing Is queetr and
unnatural in the world of human suf-
fering; that great human suffering
turns all that is queer and unnatural
into commonplace. Next dsy Bessle
Brown came to ouwr office to see Bob.
Not being able to get at him she ask-
ed for me,
“Mr. Randolph, tell me, please,
what ghall I do with this paper?" she
sald. “I met Mr, Brownley In the Bat-
tery yvesterday. He saw I was in
distress, and he gave me this, but I
cannot believe he meant it," and she
showed me an order on Randolph &
Randolph for a thousand dollars. 1
cashed her check and she went away.
From the Battery Bob sought the
wharves, the Bowery, Fivs Points, the
hothouses of the under world of
America. He seemed bent on plek-
ing out the haunts of misery in the
misery-infested metropolis of the new
world, For two hours he tramped
and I followed. A number of times
[ thought to speak to him and try
to win bhim from his mood, but I re
frafned. 1 could see there was a
soul battle waging and I realized that
upon its outcome might depend Bob's
salvation. Some seek the qulet of
the woods, the soothing rustle of the
leaves, the peaceful ripple of the
brook when battling for their soul,
but Bob's woods appeared to be the
shadowy places of misery, his rustling:
leaves the hoarse din of the multitude,
and his brook's ripple the tears and
tales of the man-damned of the great
city, for he stopped and econversed
with many human derelicts that he
met on his course. The hand of the
clock on Trinity's steeple pointed to
four as we again approached the of-

He went Into the Battery. The
benches were crowded with that jet-
sam and flotsam of humanity that
New York's mighty sewers throw in
armies upon her inland beaches at
overy sunrise. Here a sodden brute
sleeping off & prolonged debauch, there
o lad whose frankpess of face and
homespun  clothes and  bewlldered
eyes spelt “from the farm and moth-
er's watchful love." On another hench
an Italian woman who had a half-doz.
en future dollar Xkings and soclal
queens about her, and whose clothes
told of the immigrant ship just into
port. Bob Brownley apparently saw
none. But suddenly he stopped. Upon
a bench sat a sweet-fanced mother
holding A sleeping babe in her arms,
while a curly-pated boy nestled his
hoad in her lap and slept through the
magle lapes and fairy woods of dream-
land. The woman's face was one of
those that blend the confidence of
girlhood with the uncertainty of wom-
anhood. 'Twas a pretty face, which
had been plainly tagged by its Maker
for a lghthearted trip through the
world, but it had been seared by
the iron of the ecity.

“Mr. Brownley—" 8She started to
rise.
He gently pushed her back with a
“hush,” unwilling to rob the sleepers
of their heaven.
“What are you doing here, Mre.
2" He halted.
“Mrs. Chagse. Mr. Brownley, when
I went away from Rahdolph & Ran-
dolph's office I marrled John Chase;
you may remember him as a delivery
elerk. 1 had such & happy homeand
my husband was good; I did not

e — ‘J
Mother Holding a Sleeping Babe in Her Arms,
fice of Randolph & Randolph. Bob
was now moving with & long, hurried
stride, as though consumed with &
faver of desire to get to Beulah Sands.
For the last 15 minutes I had with
difficulty kept him in sight. Hzd he
arrived at a decision, and if so, what
was it? I asked myself over and
over again neg I plowed through the
erowils,

Bob went stralght to Beulah Sands'
ofilee, I to mine, I had been there but
a moment when [ heard deep, guttu-
ral grogns. I listened. The sound
came louder than before. It came
from Heulnh Sands’ office. With a
bound I was at the open door. My
Gad, the sight that met my gase!
It haunts me even now when years
have dulled its vividness. The beautl
ful, quiet, gray figure that had grown
to be such a familtar picture to Bob
and me of late, sat at the flat desk
in the center of the room. She faced
the deor. Her elnows résted on the
desk; in her hand was an afternoon
paper that she had evidently been
reading when Bob entered. God knowe
how long she had bean reading it be-
fore he came. Bob was kneeling at
the side of her chair, his hands clasp-
ed and uplifted in an agony of appeal
that was supplemented by the awlul
groans,

have to typewrite any longer. These
are our two children."

“What are you dolng here?”

The tears gprang to her eyes; she
dropped them, but did not answer.
“Don’t mind me, woman. I, too,
have hidden bells 1 don't want the
world to see. Don't mind me; tell
me your story. It may do yougood;
it may do me good; yes, it may do
me good."”

1 had dropped into a seat a few feet
away. Both were too much occupled
with thelr own thounghts to notice me
or any one else. 1 could not overhear
thelr conversation,- but long after-
ward, when I mentioned ourold sten-
ographer, Bessle Brown, to Bob, he
told me of the Inecldent at the Bat-
tery. Her hushand, after thelr mar
riage, had become infected with the
stock-gambling microbe, the microbe
that gnaws Into its vietln's mind and
henrt day and nlght, while ever
flarcer grows the “get rieh, got rich”
fever. He had plunged with their sav-
ings and had drawn a blank. THe had
Jost hig position In disgrace and
had landed in the bucket-shop, the
sub-cellar plt of the blg stock ex-
change hell. From there a week be
fore he had been sent to prison for
theft, and that morning she had been :
turped into the street by her land. (10 B CONTINUIED.)
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In Ocean’s Greatest Depths.

pounds to the squara [nch, 'The
glaunchest ship ever bullt would he
vrippled under this awlul pressure
Hke an eggshell under a steam rolles.
A pine boam, 16 feol long, which held
open the mouth of a trawl used In
making a cast at a4 depth of more
than 18,000 feot, wia crushed flat na
If it had been passed botween roll-
ers. ‘The body of the man who ahould
attempt, to venture to such depths
would be compressed until the fiesh
was forced Into the intorstices of the
bone and his trunk was ro larger than
a rolling pin.  Still, the body would
reach the bottom, for anything that
will sink fn o tub of water wilé sink
to the uttermost depths of the ooeal.
—~EBugene Willoughby In The Ocean.

Pressure of Water That Would De-
stroy a Battleship.

_—

More than half the surface of the
globe'ls hidden wader water two miles
deep; 7,000,000 square miles le at a
depth of 18,000 feot or more. Many
places have been found flve miles
and more in depth. The greatest depth
yet gounded i 31,200 feet, ngar the ls-
land of Guam. If Mount Eversai, the
world's highest mountain, were pluck-
ed from its sest and dropped Into
this spot the waves would still roll
2,000 fest sbove Its crest. Into this
terrific abyss the waters presa down
with & force of more than 10,000
s . . = G2y

| "o know,

Let us not spend our §
Each chic and child ;7%
Of every forty-second’ gousi
Each $1.98 that we sfend

It means
Less clothes,
Less theaters,
Less porterh8us
Less everything
This Christmas
That we can we
And we must,
We must think
And not spend
In riotous givi
Even though i
We'll cut it o
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that uom this ligtle old worl
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AN ON CHRISTMAS MORNING
Abl A‘oxsotigars from dear old Will,

‘E&iﬁ] 7

nevetr fafgets.” =l
An ""l]gis o) -“:zép foF Baby J fom © )5l
A“d\ John’s wif i
And Mally’s babysends’a ?‘ﬁh\nd ly sefids 4 centerplece.
And George; hu;;-:;is" = il B
Our, arme (Gpusin, W
Sendg a’pa ?l of apple:
Now log is,
A ne m’J‘C

¢ :
e !/ = - .
house 15 fairly Tittereq up with Christmas rememb’r_ﬁ_iir‘ S.
5 from JOE, and .Clﬂ kf nid Sue‘ i = ok

Did #ny other family ever have

So mahy thoughtfut Trien ésnd relatives as/we lay claim to?
: il

I tell youriiis good E

_ me s Tike this:>,

—

dofours l_. :E’%

Tm:refsinllﬁwpu. —W€like it,

What's this!
A bill for Christmas presents
The items, please?

Of $302.47 you say.

Well, here's.your check,
But you just b

N
Cary RIGHT 90T 8Y L’)l\aluﬁi"m

THE MAN ON JANUARY 2

?

Just tops, and drums, and books and ties,
And all the usual list of Christmas pl

And | told her that we would cut jf «
This folly, this Christmas giving,/

i

Another year we will have ﬁne of jt. &

s

Jack care for.

HRISTMAS, crowne

Gathered round thy frien

To love-set time their

And every hearth's a happy quire
Of singers sweet.

BY WILL HILL.,

d with mirth and cheer,

Sweet magnet-night of all the year,
From field and city, camp and foam,
Where'er our loved ones absent roam,
Thy subtle spell from far and near
Can draw them home.

diy‘ﬁre.

Sisters, mother, sons, and sire
Once more in fond affection meet,

bosoms beat,

Coprright, 107
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Christmas ls a Good
Day for a Cold
ISHOP OLMSTED of Colorado

some Denver childeen,
{he blghop sald, smillng, *Do

| to plum’ puddiog, to all the

‘s marning:

My, Towlsh T had & coldl®
=5 In

o

making & Christmas address to

“Fint heartily on Christmas day”

Justice to turkey, to eranberry sauce,
' good
things! DBut don't glve way to glut-
tony. Don't gloat over your Christ
mns daintles ke a Bala boy 1 used
This boy sald one Christ-

S ”"I,l_ e

Was

full

“'Why? asked hls brother.
“icause mother says to feed a cold,
and if T had one today, wouldn't I
feed It, though!*"

Old Ideas About Christmas.
Even as late as 17562 there was some
doubt as to the exact date of Chrigt-
mas, the oid count bringing it to the
5th of January, the new count giving
us the 26th of December, which i
“the day we celebrate.” In Devon-
shire, England, It 15 belleved that If
the sun shines at noon on Christmas.
day a plentifnl crop may be looked

AYOR STOY of Atlantie City was
M {alking aliout Christmas dinners.
“1f one i golng to give a Christmas
dinner.” he said, "It 18 best to give a
good, even o lavish one. Then one
doesn’t get up from the table with re-
morse gnawing at the heart, a8 Wis
the case last year with an Atlantle
City young man. He tonk his fiancee
and her mother to a Christmas din-
ner in & New York restaurant. Arriv-
ing at the restaurant a little before
the lndies, he ordered the dinner, and
then sald to the waiter:

“Look here; 1l ¢all for two quaris
of champagne afted the figh, but you
just bring that champrgne clder In
the faney Dlottls instend. It's good
atuff. and the ladles won't know the
difference.’

o iwepy well, sir,' sald the waller, ‘
“Phen the ladles arrived, and the
dinner progressed splendidly. The
champagne was ordered, the cider was
hrought, and neither guest percelved
the deception, On the contrary, they
both praised the champagne. They
drank heartily of It

“put when the bill eame at the din.
ner's end, the young man's face dark
ened. He beckoned to the walter, and,
with tiods and winks galore, pointed
to the wine [tem.

“\Waiter, there's some mistake
ahoil this eharge, isn't thera?’

“0h, na, gir, sald the waiter. “Two
bottles of champagne, eight dollars.

\l‘(mulalmll, Calhoun?

“Have you no regard for your
“Mah reputation bain’t nufin’ to

me, sab, "londside o' mah life.

“PThe captain smiled and twirled his

mustache

“i@yen if you should lose your e,

Calhoun,” he sald, 'you'd have the sat-

sfactlon of knowing that you had

died for your conntry.

W Wat satigfaction conld dat be to

| me, sah, when de power o feelln’ it

whx gone?

“iThen patriotism means nothing to
you?

“weNpffin’, sah. 1 wouldn'{ put mah

lifa In de scales agin any government
dat eber’ existed, for no government
eould replace de loss o' me.”
sOathonn, If all soldlers were ke
yvou, the world's governments would
nll go to pieces.’

“ion de contrary, sah, dey'd last

| forever; for if all soldiers wuoz like
me, den dere couldn't neber be no
flightin''

—pey
Sam Small's Hypnotism
Didn't Waork.

W HE late Sam Small had his faults”
wnid an Atlantan, “but he did not

dodge the penalty of them, When he
wont wrong, he owned up ke a man,
and f punighment was due, lie took it.

“That was the docirine Sam Small
preached, He hated dodgers. He

used to laugh bitterly at the plea of
‘hypnotie influence’ that used to be
put up by nearly every murderer.

»1 once heard him ridienling hyp-
notigsm, He sald that he bought pret-
ty heavily one year for Christmas, and
when the bill came in for turkey and
mince meat, candy, ducks, chickens,
plum pudding, froit cake and so on,
he thonght to himuelf that here was a
page for hBypnotism to be tried.

"He went first to  hypnotize the
eracor. Approaching the man, he
looked him gquarely In the eye, at the
same time repeating, slowly and Im-
pressivels:

That was what you ordered, sir
WeCartainly.
pagne. We remember your ordering
them, the ladies chorused

wiput—" sald the young man, wink-
Ing and nodding like a steam engine
at the walter.

Wi The bill Is quite correct, sir,” said
{he walter, frmiy.

ihe ladles lboked at him reproach:
fully, and the Young man could do
nothing but pay up.”

=i

Sample of American
Christmas Push.

IR THOMAS LIPTON had been
6 compHmented by o New York re
porter on the cup le hud just offered.

"

"1 eusht to offer a eup,” sald the
genial Briton, 1o the retail shopkeap-
or who doos the biggest Christmas
tride. The size of your Chrisimas

trade amazes me—its size, and the
doxterity with which 1t is bandied

#1 honrd the other day of a great
Cliristmas bargiin sale in Quiney. To
one of the bargain counters o man
was rash enough to  venture, He
struggled heroically a little while
among the press, then, with a loud
ory, he sank,

“Help, help!' he shouted from the
fioor, ‘Help! My leg I8 broken)

“Tho elerk, dextrous in the handling
of Christmas orowds, got him.

wiand you'll find our Christmas
splints and curtches, glr,' he sald, ‘on
titlyd floor baclk, fAfth alsle to left., .,
in the Interest of
Peace on Earth”

LFRED H. LOVE, the president of

Universal Peance Union, told one

day fn Philadelphin a peace story,

“at this Christmas senson,” he said,
“men talle sincerely about loving one
another, about the universal brother
hood of man, and in the same breath
they assert that it i5 right to burn
and maim and kil In war. They are
tiot o logical ns A young colorkd re
arait who served in the Philippines.
This young man, at the end of his
{nitinl engugement, was haled befors
his captaln, )

“18o you ran at the first fire, did
you?' suid the captain, scornfully.

for in the following year,

1 san, 1 1'd knowed I® wus comin'! '

Two hottles of u.hnm-i

“'Yes, sah; an' I'd "2’ run sooner,

“My bill is pald.
“A change came over the grocer's

tace. Hig color faded. his eyes grew
dull, his expression blank. And In a
strange, mechanfeal voice he mut
tered:

““Yan've a Har'"

——
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It Was a Sure Proof
of Lunacy.

UIMU8 L, GRISBWOLD, the Cleve
lund educator who holds that it is

‘W:'i-u;.'. to let children believe In
Santa Claus, was arguing about his
strongs views at a dinner,

“Why Tie to children?" he askad
[ “Why let them belleve in a  myth?
Whenever 1 hedr mention of that

lonthed name of Santa Claus, T think
| of n lunatic. Some years ago [ at
tended a trinl. A wituess was be
Ing exnmined ps to the sanity of
one of the inmates,

““You hold that this inmate is In-
sane, do yonu?' a lawyar asked,

“1 do,' was the firm reply.

““Why nee you so sure?

“Tha man,' the witness sald, 'goes
about asserting that he s Sants
Claus.’

“iand, sald the lawyer, ‘you hold,
#o vou, that when a man goes about
asserting that he s Santa Claus, It's
a clear proaf of his Insanity?'

1 dot

*Why

“ peeatse, snld the witness, in &
joud, Indignant voice, 'L hgppen’ to be
Banta Clays myself.” "

i P ———=—————

Had Earned Her :
Christmas Gift. 4
WTHERE are Clrlstosns * gifts and |

Christmas gifts,” sald Bishop Foss, |
“hui the only acceptable ones are |
thogo given with a pure motive. Ia
a crockery shop, during the holldays,
i opee suw the proprietor hand i
plainly-dressed young woman a two
dollar bifl. She looked at the bl |
and sald DLitterly: - ;

"4 that all? And durin® the 3
year alu't I broken 35 tumblers,
cups, nine meat platters, four sancet
72 plates and 18 of the mistre
tureens?’

“‘There, there,! sald the
soothingly; ‘here's another
you. And don't forget me,
ho ended With & wink"”

]




